228              London in My Time
Young girl and schoolboy kissing in a dark
doorway of Church Street, Notting Hill.
The crowd under the clock at Charing Cross
station one winter night. A girl in a blue dress;
a porter stroking his face; an old lady with a
dog; a young man in brown overcoat reading a
newspaper.
October evening in a street of Bloomsbury.
The street powder-blue. The two lamps making
sick gasps. The glow of a roast-chestnut stall.
A solitary policeman funeral-marching.
Cornhill at one in the morning. Not a crea-
ture or vehicle in sight. A full moon. A breath-
lessness in the air. The buildings rapt and
watchful, as though waiting for some porten-
tous event. And then somebody whistling.
Why this stuff thrusts itself forward and ousts
more serious things, is a question which only
the Vienna school, I suppose, could answer.
Though, looking over my Caledonian Market
of memories, I doubt if even they could make
much of it. The only use I can see in it is that
of a working scenario for a plotless novel.
The new aspects and vistas disclosed by
modern lighting have their own quality. London
at night is no longer lapped in sullen brooding.
It shines. It is a proud and burnished London,
dressed for social life. Throughout its centre it
offers white avenues, all of light, and elsewhere